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Extremo {ub fine laborum 
Vela legam, €&& terris feftinem advertere prorant. VIRG. 


Nec lufiffe pudet, fed won incidere ludum. 
Hor. 


EES A me) Spirit of Enterprize adminifters to the 
OG 6S [D: aay Heart, in which its Pulfations are felt, the 
Ridin) RA CM HF obi ftrongeft and moft glowing Pleafures our 

| thy bikes Conftitutions canadmit; Doubts and Fears 
wiiy may arifeé, but they are foon quenched by 
say) fanguine Hope; Succefs hovers over the 
Hew young Schemif’s Head; Fame ftands in 
=" aCorner of the Piéture, which fond Fan+ 
cy has framed, blowing her immortal Trumpet, and Happinefs 
and gay Serenity dart in fprightly Vibrations through his Soul. 
Happy, were the golden Dream never to evaporate! But Clouds 
arife that blot the intelle¢tual Radiance, and as foon asthe Beams 
of Imagination are diminifhed, the Paffions, like Flowers at 
the Setting Sun, immediately are contraéted, the Spirits, that 
expanded every Nerve, fink in their Channels, fubfide into Lan- 
guor, and Satiety takes Poff2Mion of the Mind. I remember, to 
have met with a Story of a prime Minifter to Pyrrbus, who-feems 
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to have had a fhrewd Turn of Humour. When the King 
happened, in the full Rapture of Expedition, and his Imagina- 
tion dilated with Ideas of future Conqueft, to expatiate at large 
upon the various Incidents of his growing Enterprize, ‘¢ Pray 
“¢ Sir, (fays he) what does all this tend to? Why, cries the 
‘© Monarch, I fhall acd the neighbouring Nations to my 
** Dominions=s Well! and what then pray? Why then I fhall 
“© declare War againft the adjacent States. — And what then 
‘© Sir? I fhall proceed in my Conquefts, and the next Pro- 
vince fhall receive my Yoke-~And what then Sir? Why, their 
‘© Neighbours fhall allo pay Tribute — This is very well, my 
“¢ Liege, and what next? — Thus I fhall gradually extend my 
Victories till I become Matter of the Globe—And what then?— 
‘© Then —why, —then Ill fit down and crack a Bottle with 
‘© my Friends — And, pray Sir, why not do fo now?” This 
Paffage has always appeared to me to carry with it a very fine 
Stroke of Satyr, and I am inclinableto think that if the greateft 
Hero of Antiquity, were to make up the Account of his Happi- 
nefs, he would find it not one Jot more than is here implied. 
Bur among ail the various Adventurers, who muft feel this 
Truth, there is no Set of Quixotes who experience it more power- 
ly than the Race of Authors. What Happinefs does not the 
periodical Writer enjoy in the firft dawning of anew Plan? -- 
in Proportion as one Idea awakens a new Train of pleafing 
Images, and the Defign opens to his View, what Senfations 
unfelt before? What Chearfulnefs, what Fancy, what luxuriant 
Wit? And when a Sheet, yet wet, is fent him from the Prefs 
for his Infpection, how his Heart bounds to fee himfelf in print? 
— the Finenefs of the Paper! — How it pleafes him ? The Ele- 
gance of the Type ! — How its Symmetry ftrikes the Eye! — 
The Correétnefs of the Compofitor! — How juft and how 
exact ? — Flufhed with thefe Ideas the Imagination expands 
itfelf, and, in the Fulnefs of Self-Admiration, he addreffes him- 
felf in the Words of Hamlet — ** What a Piece of Work is 
Man ? How noble in Reafon! How infinite in Faculties.” — 
And yet pafs but a few Hours, and how changed is every Trace 
of Reflection? The Critics gather round him, and, like the 
Harpies in the third #weid they break in upon his Meal, and 
like them too, they denounce Penury and Famine. The 
Learned meet his Work by Chance; they fpeak of it, but not 
with fufficient Warmth, becaufe Men of Senfe never admire and 
only approve. He then runs up and down among the Pam- 
phlet Shops; in many they have not heard of it ; he calls for 
it in Coftee-Houfes, ‘** Sir, we don’t take it in’ — In Places 
where it is ufed he fees it twifted into a thoufand different Shapes, 
the Paper and print neglected, and the Stile unregarded ; the 
Waiters 
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Waiters throw it among the common Lumber, and Gentlemen 
keep Snuff in it. Thefe and many other Indignities arife to 
mortify an Author’s Pride ; and befides all this, the Novelty of 
the Performance will wear off with him, as well as his Readers, 


and even Fame, fuppofing the good-natured World allow him 
his full Portion, will thrill with feebler Impulfe to his Heart- 
Srrings, and in the Conclufion, I believe, he will find thar, 
Hero-like, he cannot drink his Bottle with greater Pleafure, 
than when he firft fet out. 

Bur the Misfortune of the Tribe that write, is, they never 
know when to leave off; ‘* mefcivit quod bené ceffit relinquere’’, 
fays Seneca of Ovid, and the fame Oblervation may be applied 
to every inferior Writer, as we learn by Experience, they never 
know when to give over. Merchants frequently retire to New- 
ington, to Hackney, to Edmonton, or fome Country-Houle on 
the Loudon Road, in order to enjoy their Acquifitions, and trou- 
ble themfelves no more with the Lift at Liloyd’s; Pleaders at 
the Bar often become Chamber-Counfellors ; Cidder and Quin 
retired from the Stage with Honour; Broughton will fight no 
more, and yet the fcribbling ‘Tribe are never tired. Nequid ni- 
mis, is a Precept as ufeful in Writing as in Ethics, and, for my 
Part, I do not think there is, in Nature, a more contemptible 
Sight, than a Man writing himfelf down; it is, in my Opinion, 
full as ridiculous an Object, as an impotent Lover, whofe De- 
fires have furvived his Abilities, and whofe Vices adhere to him 
to the laft. 

THERE is a Poem, perhaps not known as univerfally as its 
real Merit deferves, but for a fine Originality of Thought and 
Expreffion, inferior to few in the Engl Language, which con- 
tains a Paflage perfectly coincident with my prefent Scope. The 
Poem I mean is entitled the Speen, by Mr. Green of the Cy. 
ftom-Houfe, and I find my own Ideas, on this Occafion, fo beau- 
tifully expreffed in the following Lines, that I fhall here tran- 
{cribe them, without fearing the Cenfure of a long Quotation, 


When I behold a Poet fit, 

Fondly miftaking Spleen for Wit, 

Who, tho fhort-winded, fiill will aim 
To found the Trump of Epic ame ; 
Who fiill on Phoebus’ Smiles will doat, 
Nor learn Convittion from his Coat ; 

I blefs my Stars, I never knew 
Whimfies, which clofe-purfw’d, undo, 
And have from old Experience been 
Roth Parent and the Child of Spleen . 
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The Suljeéis of Apollo’s State 

Who from falfe Fire derive ther Fate, 
With airy Purchafes undone 

Of Lands, which none lend Money on, 
Born dull, bad follow’d thriving Ways, 
Nor loft one Heur to gather Bays. 

Their Fancies firft delirious grew, 

And Scenes ideal took for true. 

Tine to the Sight Parnaffus “ies, 

And with falfe Profpeéts cheats their kyes ; 
The fabled Goo: s the Poets fing, 

A Seafon of perpetual Spring, 

Brooks, flowery Meads and Groves of Trees, 
Affording Sweets and Similies , 

Gay Dreams inf{pir’'d in Myrtle Bew’rs, 
And Wreaths of undecaying Flow’rs ; 
Apollo’s. Harp with Airs divine, 

The facred Mufick of the Nine, 

Views of ive Temple rais'd to Fame, 

And for a vacant Nitch proud aiin, 
Ravifh their Souls, and plainly foew 
What Fancy’s fretching Pow’r can do ; 
They wtll attempt the Mountain fieep 
Where on the Top, like Dreams in Sleep, 
The Mujfes Revelations fhew, 

That find Men crack’d, or make them fo. 


I nave been led into this Tract of Thought by a Review of 
my own Senfations, ever fince I undertook the anxious Cha- 
racter of a public Writer, which J have now fuftained for the 
Space of two Years, and having fwelled the Number of thefe 
Effays to a fufficient Number, I purpofe next Saturday finally 
to take Leave of my Readers. In doing this, I muft own, 
that I perform a kind of Self-denial, as I fhall then break off 
an habitual Intercourfe with the Public, from which I have oc- 
cafionally deduced a very fenfible Pleafure, as I have experi- 
enced that thefe Papers, fuch as they are, have, from Time to 
‘Time, conduced to the Entertainment of the Town. On 
this Account, I fhall abdicate with Reluctance ; but the Line, 
which I have quoted in my Motto from Horace, has for a long 
Time ftared me in the Face. ‘* The Shame does not lie,” 
fays he, ‘* in playing the Fool, but in not difcontinuing it,” 
in the Juftice of which Sentiment I acquietce, and, as becomes 
me, conform to the Precept. 
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I po nor flatter myfelf on this Cccafion, that the prefent 
Writer will be miffed by the Public ; on the contrary, I believe it 
probable that the Vacancy may be filled by fome more able and 
rifing Genius, and while the Connoiffeur deals out his ingenious 
Productions, I am too fenfible that Ranger may not be regretted. 
Be that as it may, as the Name of Mr. Zown has been often 
mentioned in the Gray’s-Jun-Fournal, 1 muft take this Opportu- 
nity to declare, that, however, Applications may have been made 
of that Character, I only meant general Satire. With Regard 
to Mr. Town, who now entertains the Public, he certainly has 
no Relation to that ideal Perfonage, and after perufing his 
Writings, I have often applied Swift’s Lines to mytelf, 


When he can in one Effay fix 
More Senfe than I can do in fix, 
Tt gives me fuch a jealous Fit, 

] cry pox take him and bis Wit. 


As Inow no longer dread him for a Rival, I cannot have the 
Senfe of his Merit without fhewing the Love at the fame Time, 
and if an elegant Stile, a delicate Vein of Humour, and on 
many Subjects beautiful Scrokes of Wit in the Oppofition of 
Ideas, can any Way recommend an Author, I am perfuaded 
Mr. Yown will bid fair for the public Favour. 

Havine mentioned thus much, I muft add, that I do not 
here take upon me to prefcribe to my Readers; the Public 
invariably judges well for themfelves, and from their Decifion 


there is no Appeal. 
X. 


The Effects of CHartes Rancer, Ef; to be fold by Auition at 
Mr. Langford’s in the great Piazza Covent-Garden, being a 
compleat Lift of all fuch Houfbold Furniture, Books, and valuable 
Pieces as the faid Rancer thinks proper to leave behind him . 
the Whole very proper for any Adventurer who has a Mind to fet 


up for himfelf. 
Houfhold Furniture, ia the Bed-Chamber, 


A Very good Flock-bed, with tape-tied Curtains. 
A Poker, with the Head left. 

A Grate with three Lezs. 

A Bellows, fomewhat afthmatic. 


In the Study. 


A Tea-cup with Ink in it. 
A Common-Place Book, 
& Gradus ad Parnaffum, for Motto’s, 


One 
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One Volume of the Speéator. 

Two Leaves of an Elegy written in a Country-Church-yard. 
All the Gray’s Inn Fournal;. 

And, the TRAGEDY of OTHELLo, cut and thuml'd. 


In the Dining-Room. 


A Bureau, with nothing in it. 

A Peck of Sea-coal, in the Bottom of the Cupboard. 
Six Chairs, two of them with four Legs. 

One Table, the Flap broke. 


Collection of valuable Pieces. 


Honour and Honefty. an A :tigue. 

Mr. Garrick in all his Characters, highly coloured, by Mr. Ranger, 
Mr. Barry in feveral Parts, caracatured by ditto. 

A Scene at White’s, a Night Piece. 

The national Debt difcharged,bya Flemifh Ma/fler. 

Ditto, by ‘facob Henriques. 

A Coquette in Crayons, /omewhat faded. 

Exchange-Alley, by @ Dutchman, 

A Deift in a Fever, with a Clergyman at his Elbow, warranted original. 
Ditto, dying by Moon-light. 3 : 
A Mifer’s Feaft, in Water Colours. 

A celebrated Beauty, examelled. 

The Day of Judgment, a claro obfcuro. 

A. Manager and an Author, taken from the Lift. 

The Green-Room, a Caricature. 


The True Patriot, very fearce. 
The Creation of the World, in Abfate York. 


The accomplifhed Britifh Nobleman, from an Original in the Pofefion of 
the Right hon. P p £—/ of C d. a 

An Hypocrite in Profile, a fa Bruyere, 

A Beau in a Bagnio, @ Kit-cat. 

Vice and Virtue, in black and white. 

A General Election, from an Original now in the Poffeffion of an eminent 
State/man. 

Elizabeth Canning, from an Original done by Subfcription, 

Eternity. a Perfpeétive. 

Friendfhip, an allegorical Piece. 

Selim’s Vifion, 4 Chincfe Piece. 

A Party at Hazard, in black and white from the Life. 








With many other Curiofities, too numerous to infert. The Whole 
to be viewed until the Day of Sale, and Catalogues given gratis. 


ERRATA in our laft,. Page 297. 1. 11. for merry, read moving ; Paze 
298. 1.4.‘ for quaint read greate/t. ~ 





Pricted for W. FADEN in Wine-Office-Court, Fleet-ftreet, and 
J. RSOUQUET in Pater-Nofter-Row, where may be had the 
former Numbers. 
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